THE SCENE IS CHANGED

After my round of mountains and music came the real
southward journey by the pass from Salzburg into Italy;
to Padua, Ferrara and Ravenna ; to Verona where Verdi's
Otello was sung in the Areni by star-and-searchlight to
twenty thousand listeners including ice-cream sellers;  to
Mantua among the mosquito-ridden marshes; and back by
the Trentino and Merano to the Brenner, Innsbruck and
Kitzbiihel, from which place I had to make an excursion to
Schloss Mittersill to discuss a play with Gilbert Miller.
Here was one of the phenomena of those years in which
Austria was an international playground.  A medieval castle
with a courtyard and rounded corner-turrets had been
modernized by two counts, furnished with works of art
from all over Europe, and opened as a club hotel with the
rights of shooting, fishing, flying or what-not around the
countryside.   I drove there to breakfast on the terrace
with Miller, who was trying to telephone Paris or New
York, a way of his which caused much agitation in the
village post-office.    International ladies,  most  of them
ravishing in Dirndl dresses with the Schiaparelli cut, were
peeping from the casements as they finished their morning
make-up.   In the courtyard an international gentleman in
feathered cap, Tyrolean jacket and Lederhosen, a gun slung
negligently from his shoulder, was being photographed
standing with one foot on a chamois which had just become
his prey.  And in 1936, maybe, nobody doubted that Austria
and this life would last as long as the castle's foundations in
the living rock, on a height which was a natural viewpoint
for eternal Alps.
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